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an iron hook and, still not realising the inevitability of
departure, began to drag out the poorer hay (he always kept'
the better for use during the spring ploughing).    But he
changed his mind and, angry with himself, went to another
rick. It did not occur to him that within a few hours he would ,
be leaving the yard and the village and driving somewhere-)
to the south, and maybe would never return.    He pulled
down some hay, and again turned out of habit to rake up the
scattered wisps.   But he drew his hand back as though the
rake were hot and, wiping his sweaty brow, said aloud:
" What should I look after it for now ? All the same it'll
be flung tinder their horses' feet; they'll eat it or burn it"
His old legs dragging, his back bowed, he grated his teeth
and picked up the fork of hay.
He did not go into the hut, but shouted through the open
door:
" Get ready ' I'll be harnessing the horses in a minute.
We'd better not be late in starting."
He put the body harness over the horses, dropped a sack"
of oats into the back of the sledge and, astonished that his
sons had not yet come out to saddle their horses, went into
the hut.
In the kitchen a strange sight met his eyes : Piotra was
furiously untying the bundles prepared for their departure,
and throwing trousers, tunics and women's holiday ornaments
on to the floor.
" What's all this ? " the old man asked in utter amaze-
ment, even removing his cap.
" It's them ! " Piotra pointed his finger across his shoulder
at the women. " They're grumbling ! They never go any-
where ! If one's going all ought to go or none at all! They're
saying the Reds may force them, and we're going away
to save the property. And if they kill them they'll die and
be done with it! "
" Take your things off, father ! " Gregor smilingly removed
his own greatcoat and cap, while weeping Natalia caught at
and kissed his hand from behind and Dunia joyously clapped
her hands.
The old man put on his cap, but took it off again at once
and, walking across to the ikons, crossed himself with a
great, sweeping gesture. He bowed thrice, then rose from
his knees and looked around.